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BISMARCK AND MOTLEY -WITH CORRESPOND- 
ENCE TILL NOW UNPUBLISHED.--III. 



BY JAMES PEMBERTON GBUND. 



Bismarck had realized the dream of every German, including 
himself, and had seen the Princes of a United Germany do hom- 
age to the old King as German Emperor in the Great Hall at 
■Versailles. The grateful old monarch had conferred upon him 
the title of Prince and the splendid revenues of the Duchy of 
Lauenburg. Two years had elapsed since Bismarck put the 
finishing touch on the great work of his life. Motley, in the 
letter that follows, congratulates him upon his birthday (April 
1st), and acknowledges the receipt of a telegram, sent doubt- 
less in answer to one of his own, addressed to his old fellow 
student on April 2d instead of on April 1st, as Motley intended 
it should be. This wiring of congratulations to one's old friends 
on their birthdays from all parts of the world, is one of the 
best uses to which the electric wire has been put, and nothing 
so greatly contributes to keep old friendships alive. Motley calls 
attention to the fact that April 1st is also the birthday of the 
Dutch Republic; for, three hundred years before, on April 1st, 
the town of Brielle in the Netherlands had been captured by the 
Water-Beggars. The town has held a celebration in honor of the 
event, where Motley has been an honored guest. " The Water- 
Beggars " was the nickname of the privateersmen to whom Wil- 
liam of Orange issued letters of marque. They had been lying 
off the coast of England, when the government there prohibited 
their being supplied with provisions. Forced to depart, they made 
straight for the coast of Holland and captured Brielle, striking 
the first blow for Dutch liberty. They were little better than 
pirates, and disgraced their victory by cruelly putting to death 
a number of the Catholic clergy who fell into their hands. Mot- 
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ley hopes at some future day to accept the kind invitation to 

visit the Prince at Varzin, but for the present " it is impossible." 

He tells his old friend of the expected arrival of his daughter 

and of her husband, a lineal descendant of Richard Brinsley 

Sheridan. 

" 6 Kneuteedtk, The Hague, 5 April, '72. 

" My Dear Bismarck : Only a liue to acknowledge receipt of your 
telegram, and to send you a thousand best wishes and congratulations on 
your birthday— I could not do so on the day itself, although your telegram 
was sent upon it. By a curious coincidence the first of April is also the 
birthday of the Dutch Republic— that is to say, the town of Briellewas 
taken three hundred years ago on that day by the Water-Beggars, and I 
had been invited to the festival held at that ancient town in celebration of 
this three hundredth anniversary of the national independence. I wish that 
I could have been with you on your birthday. It would have been an im- 
mense pleasure to see the honors and congratulations showered upon you. 

"You have few older friends, I fancy, than I, and certainly none more 
sympathetic and attached. Alas, I cannot yet accept your kind invitation. 
But to make you a visit is one of the cherished projects for the last three 
years, and most certainly it shall be carried out before this year closes. If 
you permit, I will write to you some day when I see my path clear and make 
the proposition. If the time should not suit, we could make some arrange- 
ment for another day. Just now I have a variety of family arrangements 
which tie me here, besides some literary work which must be done now or 
never. 

" I am also expecting my daughter and her husband to pay us rather a 
long visit from England. She was married, just before we left that coun- 
try, to Mr. Sheridan (great grandson of the famous Sheridan), and I have 
not seen her since. 

"It makes me very happy to think that there are complaints in your 
family that I have not yet been able to fulfil my promise. It delights me 
to think that I am so kindly remembered by those of whom I think so 
often and with so much affection. 

"My only fear is that when I once get to you I shall never be able to 
tear myself away again. 

"Adieu, my dear friend. Give my kindest regards to your dear wife and 
daughters. They will allow me, I trust, this homely mode of greeting, and 
believe me, until we meet, as before and after, 

" Most sincerely yours, 

"J. L. MOTLET." 

The opportunity to visit Varzin occurred sooner than Mot- 
ley had expected. In a letter of Bismarck to Motley, written on 
July 6th of the same year, the Prince mentions having received 
a letter from his friend announcing that the longed-for visit, 
so often deferred, is now to be made at once. He assures him 
he is "a thousand times welcome," and describes how, leaving 
Berlin in the morning, he will reach Schlawe at four in the 
afternoon, whence a post-chaise and " a trumpet-sounding postil- 
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ion " will convey him and his to Varzin. Mrs. Motley was un- 
able to accompany her husband to Varzin, but Motley was ac- 
companied by his daughter. Mme. de Bismarck is at Laden, but 
she will be back in two or three days and glad to see her hus- 
band's old friend, whose name she never mentions "without a 
friendly smile." 

In his letters to his wife, to his other daughter and to his 
friend Holmes, Motley has embalmed the record of this visit. 
To Holmes he speaks of the week he spent at Varzin as " one of 
the most delightful holidays of his life." He had not seen Bis- 
marck since 1864, in Vienna, and in those eight years, writes 
Motley, " he has done the work of a century." " He is somewhat 
stouter, and his face more weather-beaten, but as expressive and 
powerful as ever." They arrive a little late owing to a 
contretemps, and are marched straight into the dining room. 
The little boys who played around their father and his friend 
in the old legation at Frankfort are young men now, with crosses 
on their breasts, earned in that terrific charge where both so 
nearly lost their lives, " good-looking, handsome, well-mannered; " 
little Marie de Bismarck has grown into "a pretty girl, with 
beautiful dark hair and gray eyes; simple and unaffected, and, 
like both father and mother, full of fun." After dinner, Bis- 
marck takes his friend for a walk in the woods, "he talking 
all the time," says Motley, "in the simplest and funniest and 
most interesting manner, about all sorts of things that had hap- 
pened in those tremendous years; but talking of them exactly 
as every-day people talk of every-day matters — without any af- 
fectation." Bismarck has given up those strong cigars he used to 
smoke, and contents himself now with a pipe. The writer has 
learned that the tobacco the Prince smoked, instead of the dis- 
carded cigars, came from Holland, and is what is called ITanaster. 
He received a package of it every month, wherever he might be. 
The only other guests were a Pomeranian squire and his wife, old 
friends of the Bismarcks. 

There is a good deal to tell, for Motley has not yet heard 
the story of 1866, as now he hears it from Bismarck's own lips; 
to say nothing of the great epic of 1870. Bismarck gives him a 
peep into the future, too, and disclaims the story that Germany 
has any designs on Holland, for which country its- historian 
seems to have an especial tenderness. 
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Motley, too, has not been idle in all those years. His place 
as one of the brilliant writers of his century is firmly fixed. 
His success is the talk of literati, and he has taken honorary 
degrees at heaven only knows how many universities, and is 
corresponding member of all the learned societies extant. As 
Holmes prophetically wrote of him: 

" There are triumphs untold, 

There are martyrs unsung, 
There are heroes yet silent, 

To speak with his tongue." 

During this visit, the twenty-fifth anniversary of the mar- 
riage of the Prince and Princess was celebrated. At dinner on 
the day of the silver wedding, Marie de Bismarck suddenly si- 
lences conversation by tapping on her glass with her knife and 
whispers to Motley, " You must propose papa's health." Then 
Motley, in a speech he describes as "a masterly effort in the 
German tongue, lasting twenty-five seconds," does so; and there 
is much clinking of glasses and hip-hip-hurraing, Bismarck 
making a short speech in reply, and others to his villagers and 
musicians who have come to serenade him. "The telegrams of 
congratulation," says Motley, with some surprise, " number two 
hundred." On Bismarck's later anniversaries, they ran up into 
the thousands. 

It is a pleasing picture, the old statesman and patriot with 
his kinsfolk and tenantry, and the friend of his youth by to 
warm the cockles of his heart with tales of early days. The 
evening of two lives well spent, one representing all that is best 
in republicanism; the other the noblest type of a monarchist 
and a believer in blood. 

Motley, when it was time to leave, consented to remain a 
few days longer; and, at the personal request of the Prince, Mr. 
George Bancroft, Minister of the United States in Berlin, con- 
sented to postpone a dinner given in Motley's honor, the invi- 
tations to which had been already issued. This was the last 
meeting of the two old friends and fellow students, and Motley 
had a presentiment it would be so. " The parting was painful," 
he writes, " for heaven knows when I shall ever see him again." 
In a few years the Shadow of Death had come between them. 

James Pemberton Geund. 



